theatres, thronging the more expensive hotels and restaurants,
packing the showier cafes.

In the political cabarets young men and woman, many of
them Jewish emigrants from Germany, make wise-cracks about
the Third Reich to appreciative Jewish audiences. I never saw
a more brilliant piece of political satire than a sketch played by
such young emigre artists, earning only a few schillings a night,
in which they adapted the fairy-tale of the tardy tailor to con-
temporary political conditions in Europe. You remember the
tale of the tailor who was late with the King's new coat and,
not wishing to be beheaded, hit on the idea of pretending that
the coat was ready but made of a marvellous new cloth which
only the completely loyal could see, so that the King presently
appeared naked and all the courtiers were loud in their admira-
tion of the new coat.

In Vienna in 1937, in this little political cabaret in the
shabby back room of a cheap cafe, the King's coat was only
visible to those whose patriotic enthusiasm and racial purity
were above suspicion and the result was not a caricature, but a
photograph, staggering in its accuracy, of conditions in a Yes-
man dictatorship. And when the simple peasant girl exclaimed,
'Why, the King's naked!5 there was universal horror and her
trial, with self-righteous judges and sanctimonious State attorneys
and police spies, stool-pigeons, lickspittles and other hired men
all giving evidence against her in the jargon of self-abasement,
was so much like the Reichstag Fire Trial that it left me gasping.

Surveying Europe to-day, with its Black and Brown and other
shirts, I have often thought of that other fable of the King in
search of happiness who was told by a soothsayer that he must
wear the shirt of a completely happy man and sent out his
courtiers to scour the kingdom to find such a man. But the only
completely happy man in all that realm, when they found him,
hadn't a shirt.

While the Jews sit talking and gesticulating in the caf6s and
the priests and monks go sedately about their business, the
young Nazis of Vienna, ironically watch them and make bitter
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